The fecond part of 

Staving no longer queflion. Earle Ha? againe, 

Said hc,yong Harry Percies fpurwas cold, 

OfHot-fpurre, Cold-fpurre, that rebellion 
HadnretilHucke? 

“Bard. My lord, He tell you what. 

If my yong Lord vourfonne,haue not the day, 

V pon mine honor for a filken point, 

31c giuc my Barony, neuer talke of it. 

Earle Why fhould that gentleman that rode by Trauers, 
Giue then fuch inftances oflofTe? 

Bard. Who he? 

He was fome hilding fellow that had ftolne 

T he horfe he rode on, and vpon my life 

Spoke at a venter.LookCjhere comes more news, enter Mor* 

Earle Y ea this mans brow, like to a title leafc, ton « 

Foretells the nature of a tragicke volume, 

So lookes the ftrond whereon the imperious floud, 

Hath left a witneft vfurpation. 

Say Mourton,didft thou come from Shrewsbury? 

< -Mour. I rannefrom Shrewsbury my noble lord, 

Where hatefull death put on his vglieft maske, 

To fright our partie. 

Earle How doth my (brine and brother? 

Thou trembled:, and the whitencsin thy cheekc, 

Is apter then thy tongue to tell thy arrand, 

Euen fuch a man/o faint, fo (pimtleffe. 

So diilffo dead in iooke,(o woe begon, 

Drew Priams curtaine in the dead of night, 

And would haue told himjialfe his Troy was burnts 
But Priam found the fier,ere he, his tongue, 1 
And I,my Percies death, ere thou reportlt it . * 

This thou wouldftfav, Yourfondidthusand thus, 

Your brother thusrfbfoughtthe noble Dowglas, 

Stopping my greedy'£are with their bold deedes. 

But in the end, to flop my eare indeed, < 

Thou had: a figh to blow away this praife, 

Riding with brother, fbnne, and all are dead* Afour. 
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Mour. Douglas is your brother )'«. 

But for mv Lord your fonne: 

Tell thou an Earless diumaOon lies, 
a j T ,,,vil tike it as a fwcete dngrace, 

AnlLaS tenchfor doingme fuch wrong 
A Hour. You are too great to be by me gain a. , 

Your fpirite is too true, y our feares too c _ 

Sarie Yet for all this, fay not that l ei cie s dead, 

T fee a ftran°T confeffion in thine eie. 

Thou fhakft thy head, and holdft it feare.or finne. 

To fpeakea truthrif he be flame, , 

The tongne offends not that reports his death. 

And he doth finne that doth belie the dead, 

Not he which faies the dead is not aliue. 

Yet the firfl bringer of vnwelcome newes 
Hath but aloofing office, and his tongue 

Sounds euer after as a fullen bell, 

Remembred tolling a departing friend. 

•Bard. I cannot thinke, my Lord, your fonne is dead. 
Mottr. I am fbry I fhould force you to beleeuc, 

T hat which I would to God I had not feene, 

Butthefe mine eies faw him in bloudv Rate, 

Rendring faint quittance, wearied, and out-breathd. 

To Harry Monmouth, whofe fwift wrath beat downc 
The neuer daunted Percy to the earth. 

From whence with life he neuer more fprung vp. 

In few his death, whole fpirite lent a fire, 

Euen to the dullefi peafant in his campe. 

Being bruted once,tooke fire and heate away. 

From the befl temperd courage in his troopes* 

For from his mettal was his party Reeled, 


